T he QomicaE Hi fiery of 

And they did make no noyfe,in f uc h a night, 

Troyhu me-thinks mounted the Troyan wals. 

And figh’d-bis foule toward the Grecian Tents 
Where Creffada lay that night, 

Iejfica . In fuch a night 
Did This foe fearefully ore-trip the dew„ 

And faw the Lyons fhadow ere hitnfelfe. 

And ranne difmayed away, 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Vpon the wilde fea banks, and waft her Loue 
To come againe to Carthage. 

Iejfica. \n fuch a night, 

Medea gathered the inchanted hcarbs 
That did renew old Ifon. 

LorenAn fuch a night 
Did Icjfica fteale from the wealthy lew. 

And with an vnthrift loue did runnc from Venice, 

As farre as Belmont. 

Iejfica. In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fweare he loued her well. 

Stealing her foule with many vowes of faith. 

And nere a true one. 

Loren An fuch a night 
Did pretty Iejfica (like a little ftirew) 

Slander her Loue, and he forgaue it her. 

Iejfica A would out-night you did nobody come : 

But hearkc,I hcare the footing of a man. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Loren .Who comes fo faft in lilence of the night? 
Jldejfen . A friend. 

Loren. h friend,what friend,your name I pray you friend 
Mefen.Stephano is my name, and I bring word 
My miftris will before the breake of day 


the Merchant of Venice^. 

Be heere at Belmont , (he doth ftray about 
By holy croffes where (he kneeles and prayes 
For happy wcdlockes houres. 

Loren. Who comes with her ? 

Meffen . None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

Ipray you is my Matter yet return’d? 

Loren . He is not,nor we haue not heard from him, 

But goe we in I pray thee Iejfica , 

And ceremonioufly let vs prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftris of the houfe. 

Enter Clovene i 

Clowne. Sola,fola : wo ha, ho fola,fola. 

Loren , Who calles f 

C/mp?*. S ola, did you fee M..LerenzjoJtA.Lorenz.ofo\ifo\d.. 

Loren.Lesuc hollowing man.heere. 

C/<w#.Sola,where, where ? 

Loren, Heere. 

Clown. Tell him there’s a Pott come from my Matter, with 
his home full of good newes, my Matter will be heere ere mor- 
ning, fweetc foule. 

Loren. Let’s in, and there expecftheir comming. 

And yet no matter ; why fhould we go in ? 

My friend Stephano, fignifie I pray you 
Within the houfe, your miftris is at hand. 

And bring your muficke foorth into the ayre. 

How fweete the Moone-light fleepes vpon this banke$ 

Heere will we fit,and let the founds of muficke 
Creepe in our eares foft ttilne(Te,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweete harmony 
Sit Iejfica ,\ ookc how the floore of heauen 
Is thicke inlayed with patients of bright gold. 

There’s not the fmalleft orbe which thou bcholdft. 

But in his motion like an Angell lings, 

Still quiring to the young cide Gherubins j 


Such, 


